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On the spirit of the priest! That mere men,

Not beings of a calmer essence, write

The annals of the world !   Serener ages

Will displace the age of Philip; these will bring

A milder wisdom; the subject's good will then

Be reconciled to th' prince's greatness;

The thrifty State will learn to prize its children*

And necessity no more will be inhuman.

KING. And when, think you, would those blessed ages
Have come round, had I recoil'd before
The curse of this 1   Behold my Spain ! Here blooms
The subject's good, in never-clouded peace:
Such peace will I bestow on Flanders.

MAR. Peace of a churchyard!   And you hope to end
What you have entered on 1   Hope to withstand
The timeful change of Christendom; to stop
The universal Spring that shall make young
The countenance o' th' Earth ?    You purpose, single
In all Europe, alone, to fling yourself
Against the wheel of Destiny that rolls
Eor ever its appointed course; to clutch
Its spokes with mortal arm ?   You may not, Sire!
Already thousands have forsook your kingdoms,
Escaping glad though poor: the citizen
You lost for conscience' sake, he was your noblest.
With mother's arms Elizabeth receives
The fugitives, and rich by foreign skill,
In fertile strength her England blooms.   Eorsaken
Of its toilsome people, lies Grenada
Desolate; and Europe sees with glad surprise
Its enemy faint with self-inflicted wounds.

[The King seems moved: the Marquis observes it, and ad-
vances some steps nearer.
Plant for Eternity and death the seed?
Your harvest will be nothingness.    The work
Will not survive the spirit of its former;
It will be in vain that you have laboured;